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      The countryside was on fire.

      Lord Anthony Erikkson pulled his horse to a stop, the eager bay dancing beneath him. Ahead, perhaps a quarter mile off and down a hill, a derailed train cluttered the landscape, which would look absurdly like a child’s toy were it not for the black smoke billowing from the toppled cars.

      “Master Erikkson, what is it?” The young boy he had rescued from the sea the previous year rode up behind him, not yet near enough to see the wreck.

      “Back to the house, Seraphim. Get help. Hurry!” Erikkson did not hesitate, spurring his horse toward the wreckage. If anyone had survived, he would find them. He would pull them from the wreck. A frown crossed his face as he neared the train, slowing his mount from a gallop to a trot, before at last sliding to a halt. He dismounted, studying the scene with concern. The derailment had sent debris across the field for hundreds of feet. He could hear fires still burning, crackling beyond his line of sight. Acrid, toxic black smoke polluted the air. Erikkson pulled his silk cravat from around his neck, tying it around his nose and mouth in an effort to keep out the smoke. His eyes streamed.

      Expeditiously, he began to go through the carriages, peering through the twisted metal, calling out to see if anyone could hear him. He glimpsed bodies, tangled so with the wreckage as to make them unrecognizable. The train must have been going incredibly fast to cause such damage to the carriages and passengers.

      Just as he began to despair, he caught sight of a small black boot protruding from behind a twisted metal shard, the sharpened edges of the metal blackened by the explosion that had thrown it from the body of the train. He raced toward the metal, praying he would find more than another twisted corpse.

      The shoe belonged to a little girl in a dress that may once have been white but now was such a mess of blood and scorch marks he could not be certain. It was clear she had been caught in the blast which tore the train apart. Her left side was burned so badly her skin was charred black. Her left arm appeared crushed, and her leg had not fared much better. Erikkson turned away, convinced such a small girl could not possibly survive such damage. As he did so, her eyelids fluttered, a tiny moan escaping her chapped lips.

      He returned to her side and knelt, muttering quiet, calming words, doing his best to soothe the girl. He could not imagine the agony she was experiencing. As gently as he could, he lifted her into his arms. Her dark hair had been curled, but the ringlets now hung limp and lifeless; it was clear the journey had been some kind of special occasion. He guessed she could not be more than eight or nine years old.

      He carried her back to his horse, all too aware of how crucial it was to get her back to the manor as soon as possible. She needed medical attention, and fast. He doubted he would be able to save her arm.

      Offering up another silent prayer, he swung onto the saddle, cradling the girl to his chest, his hands already sticky with blood. As he spurred his mount back toward the manor, the dark clouds above him opened up, pouring soothing rain upon the earth. The horse’s hooves threw up chunks of dirt as they galloped, and with it, the sweet, loamy scent of the earth in the rain. There is a word for that scent, Erikkson mused, cradling the girl closer. She whimpered.

      “Petrichor,” he said gently. “Hold on, love. Just a little farther. If you hold on for me, I shall call you Petrichor.”
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      A thunderstorm swept through Glasgow the night she arrived, the kind that brought wind and dark clouds without rain. The heavy clouds hung low over the spires of the city’s ancient Gothic cathedral (lately transformed into an airport with space to dock up to four airships), and as Petrichor of Erikkson disembarked from the airship Liberty, she could taste the ozone crackling over her teeth. She wasted no time in waiting for the slow elevator which could take her down into the street, instead pulling her hood over her head, shouldering the small bag of possessions she carried, and beginning her loping progress down the stairs that spiraled into the cathedral itself.

      At this late hour, she passed only a few sailors hurrying up the steps to their own docked airships, and they only paid her an extra moment of attention, long enough for a second of eye contact. Long enough that, even beneath her cloak, she knew they had detected the heavy iron and brass of her prosthetics. The way she moved with a lithe, catlike lope, leading from her left side.

      She was a biomaton, and not just any biomaton, but an abomination, something that was never meant to exist.

      Petrichor had been marked for life by the machinations of her creator, and her grafts weren’t easily hidden. It was why she’d spent the last five years in America, where they cared more about the color of one’s skin than the amount of metal grafted onto it. She’d built an identity and a name for herself, and now fear followed her instead of scorn. At least, it did in New York.

      Back here in Great Britain, she’d have to be more careful.

      She’d heard the rumors all the way back in New York before she’d boarded the Liberty, had seen the headlines on imported European newspapers: Biomaton execution gone wrong. An uprising, a massacre!, and those responsible vanished into the night without a trace. Lock up your homes! Young men, protect yourselves with the latest in steam-powered revolvers. And you delicate women, do not venture out of doors without a chaperone.

      This in particular had given Petrichor a good snigger, her scarred face twisting with laughter. Slipshod Jack, her best friend in the Dead Rabbits gang, had seen her laughing and passed her one of his hand-rolled cigarettes, even though he knew she didn’t smoke. They were good currency, though, in the dirty alleys of New York where tobacco was good as gold, so she’d smiled and slipped it into her pocket.

      It was the last cigarette Slips would give her.

      Her steel-toed boot clicked against the cobblestones as she stepped out into the narrow streets of Glasgow, and Petrichor bit down hard on the inside of her cheek, drawing blood that tasted like a bright copper penny. Being back in Great Britain was making her lose her focus, rattling her brains around like stones in a tin coffee can. She was here on business. And the sooner her business was done, the sooner she could go back⁠—

      Well, no. She couldn’t go back there, not with the War of the Rebellion waging harder than ever, not with her gut telling her that if they couldn’t enslave Africans, biomatons would be next, and she liked her freedom more than she liked any person or gang of people. She’d had and given up families before. She was good at disappearing. Better to be alone than allow herself to get hurt again.

      A window slammed shut overhead, and Petrichor raised her head enough that she could see the shadows moving behind the curtains, each window a golden promise of safety as long as their occupants stayed behind the glass. She thought about taking one of the throwing knives from her belt and smashing that golden pane, just for the joy of hearing the scream of panic from whoever was inside, but she didn’t need the unnecessary attention that would draw. She contented herself with flipping Slipshod Jack’s favorite rude hand gesture at the window, and continued her easy stride down the street.

      There was a sour taste in her mouth that wasn’t just the smoke in the air, the blood from the inside of her cheek, the ozone still crackling in the threatening clouds overhead. This was the taste of her former master, the man who’d left her with a body more mechanickal than flesh, and the crawl of his eyes on her, even from this distance. She’d felt it from the moment she’d set foot off the Liberty. Erikkson would know she’d returned. She didn’t know exactly how he did it, but he would know. Probably already knew.

      Focus, Petrichor, she thought. Find the razor gang that killed Slips, and you can move on. France, maybe, or Portugal. Luxembourg. Now you’ve reached Europe, you can go anywhere.

      She’d recognized his fingerprint in the news of the biomaton uprising. There was a man with a one-track mind, all right. Biomaton freedom, at any cost, and who cared how many children fell under his knife if he won in the end? The shining promise of a chainless existence justified his bloody, bloody means.

      Petrichor spat, ridding herself of the sour taste and the ugly memories of her creator. She wasn’t here for Erikkson.

      But a part of her, however small, wanted to see her old man again. Look him in the eye and show him what she’d attained without his guidance. Prove that she didn’t need him or his cause to be successful.

      And maybe he’d like to see what had become of the little girl he’d rescued from a trainwreck all those years ago.

      But first, she had business to attend to.

      She shuddered, identifying the train station to her right by the taste of coal smoke on the air, the hiss of brakes, and the faint echo of a conductor’s final boarding call. That meant her destination was to her left. Tucking her hands into her cloak’s pockets, she strolled down the alley that would connect her with George Street, and from there, just a quick jaunt over to St. Vincent Street and the pub just around the corner where the Billy Boys were known to gather.

      It hadn’t been that hard to find the men who’d killed Slipshod Jack and two other Dead Rabbit boys a little less than two weeks ago. Petrichor was good at following tracks, tracing even the most careful of assassins back to their hideouts. And what had she found, but a bundle of Billy Boys, newly arrived in New York and eager to establish their claim on the city. Stupid of them, of course, to pick the turf of the gang who laid closest claim to the Clockwork Assassin, but then again, anyone who set to murdering folks just days after stepping off a boat across the Atlantic couldn’t exactly be considered smart.

      She’d killed them, of course.

      Why wouldn’t she? They’d slaughtered one of the few boys she actually considered a friend, and she couldn’t just let that go. She did, after all, have a reputation to keep.

      But the blood of a handful of Billy Boys had barely whetted her thirst, and one had been awfully talkative before his death, promising her contacts and work for his gang back home in Glasgow—she supposed watching one’s brothers-in-arms gutted like a fish could do that. So she’d boarded an airship and crossed the pond to finish the job.

      Petrichor stood in front of the dingy Bridgeton pub and tilted her head back as the first drops of rain began to fall, thunder rumbling through the night sky. She took a deep breath, a crooked grin gracing her scarred face as lightning crackled overhead. The blue-white light illuminated her angular features, flashing off of the metal grafted in place of the left side of her jaw. Petrichor clicked her metal teeth together, patting Slipshod’s final cigarette in her pocket. “Knock-knock, boys,” she sing-songed in her low contralto voice as she pushed open the door. “Death’s come a-calling.”
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      In an ornately wallpapered bedroom stood a finely carved four-poster bed, and in the center of this bed, there lay a girl. She was wan, skin pale, and thin enough to show the blue of her veins running beneath, her bones standing out starkly from her flesh. Her red hair splayed across the navy-blue pillowcase, but it didn’t have the copper luster it had once contained. Her left arm was hard steel, interlocking armor plates encasing intricate clockwork workings. Light touched the tips of her fingers as the sun began setting, and the metal sent sparks dancing across the frescoes on the ceiling. An IV bag hung from the uppermost right post of the bed, trickling what little sustenance it could provide into the crook of her right arm. She was a girl who’d had many names, many identities. And she was dying.

      In this room, too, was a young man. He sat in an uncomfortable armchair near the foot of her bed, leaning forward just enough that he might have touched the edge of her blankets, if he reached out. He had his elbows on his knees, hands tangled in his black hair. This boy, too, had an arm of clockwork, though his was much less carefully built than her own. He heaved a sigh, worry furrowing new wrinkles between his brows.

      “Three weeks, Taryn” Ace breathed, the words barely a whisper over his teeth. “That is how long it has been. And every day we get closer to losing this war without you.”

      He leaned back, dragging his gaze from her feet to her face, and marveled at how small she looked there in the bed, amongst the pillows. How diminished. This girl he’d betrayed—no, this girl who had saved him, who was the brightest star in Ace’s sky, the one thing he’d remembered even when the machinations of those who would subjugate them tried to steal all his memories away—was so small lying there, all her fire smoldering somewhere inside. Sometimes, he imagined that he could see those remaining embers dimming as the days dragged on. As his watches came, and went, and still there was no change in her condition.

      Three weeks prior, Taryn had been sentenced to death for treason against the Crown. Instead, she and her soldiers—her family—had staged a rebellion, declaring their intention to fight for the biomatons’ freedom, whatever the cost. Ace had been there. He had seen Taryn stand tall and noble even in the face of tremendous hatred. He had been proud to be a part of her army. But the fight had gone wrong. Taryn had been struck hard on the back of the head as they made their escape, and shortly thereafter, she’d fallen into a coma. It had been three weeks since he had last seen the emerald green of her eyes.

      “Storm is hunting us down,” he said, voice gaining a little strength as he spoke the name of his sister. “She wants to see us all hang. It seems she takes pleasure in picking us off one by one. Likes watching us scramble—” He broke off, throat tight, and passed a hand over his face. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to find a position where the ornate carved arm of the chair didn’t press into the tender spots on his ribs. “I cannot help but think that this is my fault. Storm’s dogged pursuit, your injuries, all of it. Had I stood up to her in the beginning, we would not be in this mess. I—” He stared down at his palms, one flesh, the other scuffed metal. “I would not be a biomaton.”

      The words were barely a whisper, and yet they felt too loud as soon as he said them. Ace regretted a lot of things. He regretted letting Storm push him around for so long aboard their airship, the HMS Dauntless. He regretted all the cruelty he had participated in. He regretted regaining his memories of those cruelties. But he did not regret coming to Elmhurst, nor did he regret joining Taryn’s cause.

      He had not chosen this fate, but he would not want to be anything else.

      “Have you seen any change in her?”

      Ace startled at the sound of Lord Erikkson’s voice from the doorway. He twisted to watch the older man enter the room with two more of Taryn’s closest friends in tow: Royal Stokker, apprentice to Erikkson and Taryn’s best friend, and Emmett LeBeau, the Frenchman who’d once sailed upon the Dauntless and had chosen to protect Taryn over his own life.

      “No, not yet,” Ace answered as Erikkson crossed the room to check the IV bag, ensuring the slow drip of sugar water was still making its way into her bloodstream.

      It was all that was keeping her alive.

      It wasn’t enough.

      Erikkson sighed heavily. “Every day that passes, the likelihood of her waking is waning. I have been reviewing all the medical studies I can find. They all say the same thing. The longer this lasts, the more likelihood of permanent damage. It may be time to let her go.”

      “No!” All three boys shouted the word at once, then looked at each other in surprise.

      “There must be something you can do,” Royal pressed, crossing the room to touch Taryn’s hand. “Some chemical compound or operation we have not tried!” The boy wore shirtsleeves rolled up to his elbows under a marigold-colored waistcoat trimmed with silk, his blond hair pulled back in a small tail at the base of his neck with a black ribbon. Even with his sleeves rolled up, they were stained with ink and what Ace guessed was machine oil. It was hard to tell with Royal’s sometimes erratic nature. One day he was focused solely on clockwork, the next he spent hours polishing weapons and training against fighting dummies or one of the other members of the army. And his behavior had only grown less predictable as Taryn’s condition deteriorated.

      It was like all his worry turned into kinetic energy.

      Erikkson shook his head, sadness clear on his face. He was the man who’d originally given Taryn her clockwork arm, the one who’d orchestrated their rebellion, and he loved Taryn like his own daughter. “I have tried everything I know how to try. Any further operations would risk more harm than good. It is up to her now, and her alone.”

      Ace pressed his palms together, remembering how Erikkson and Royal had risked brain surgery on Taryn when they had first brought her back from London after her injuries, to ensure none of the delicate clockwork components in her brain had caused irreparable damage, and removing any that had been jarred loose from their positions. The surgery had taken eight excruciating hours, with those who were not allowed into the operating room prowling around the estate, jagged with worry.

      But it had been weeks now since that surgery, and she showed no signs of stirring.

      “Reveille-toi, cherie,” Emmett murmured, his freckled cheeks scrunched with concern. “We need you, belle. Please, you cannot leave us like this.” He turned toward the window, and the tiny white scars around his eyes from two intense surgeries—one that blinded him, the other restoring something like sight—caught the light. His shoulders shook with emotion.

      Ace pushed himself up from his armchair. “So we are doing all we can? Simply waiting and watching until she what? Dies?”

      “There is still a chance that she will wake,” Erikkson answered softly. “But it is just that. A chance.”

      “You just said we ought to let her go!” Ace was surprised by the vehemence in his own voice, the way his throat tightened at the thought that the girl in the bed could die and there was nothing they could do to save her.

      Erikkson’s expression took on a pitying look. “She is wasting away, despite my best efforts, Ace.”

      “Then we try the adrenaline,” Royal said urgently, one calloused hand raking his shoulder-length blonde locks back from his face.

      “What?” Ace asked.

      “It is a way to jump-start the body. It may bring her ’round.”

      “It is too dangerous,” Erikkson insisted. “Too much could kill her.”

      “She is already dying!” Royal exclaimed.

      “Is there a possibility it could work?” Emmett came nearer, something like hope dancing around the edges of his thick French accent. “Even a small one?”

      “A very small one,” Erikkson answered bitterly. “It has not been tried on patients who have spent so long in a coma. It has been used to revive the dying, but with varying results. Too little will not work, and too much may cause her heart to explode.”

      “Taryn is strong,” Royal pointed out. His active fingers worried at a loose thread on his waistcoat. “It will work.”

      “But if it doesn’t, we’re ending the hope that she may wake on her own.” Ace’s throat was tight, the words feeling like shards of glass in his teeth. “We are choosing her end for her.”

      “Would you rather keep sitting here day after day, watching her die?” Royal rounded on Ace, both fists clenched, his face red with anger—no, not anger, Ace realized. Fear. Royal was just as afraid as Ace, he just had a different way of showing it. “I have done the research,” he continued, turning back to Erikkson. “I know the precise dosage to kick-start her body without killing her. It will work.”

      Erikkson closed his eyes, a shadow passing over his face. Then he sighed and nodded. “I took you on as my apprentice because of how bright you were. It is high time I start letting you lead the way. Go. Get the dosage ready. We cannot wait for her to wake on her own any longer.”

      Royal nodded and rushed from the room. Ace couldn’t breathe. He watched, numbly, as Emmett took Taryn’s hand in his, sitting on the edge of the bed and murmuring softly in French. It almost sounded like prayer. But what good had prayer done them thus far? Ace felt the looming dread of losing Taryn settle on his shoulders like a woolen blanket. Death was a physical presence in this room, casting a shadow over the foot of the bed.

      “Taryn,” Ace whispered, blinking hard against the stinging in his eyes. “You have to wake up.”

      She didn’t stir, as still as a corpse save for the slow, steady movement of her chest as she breathed. The bed engulfed her, like a monster slowly eating her up. Ace clenched his fists so tightly his knuckles turned white. He heard Royal’s footsteps returning and shut his eyes, afraid to watch what would follow. Afraid that the young apprentice had made even the slightest miscalculation, and this would be Taryn’s final moment.

      “This will work,” Royal said, but his hands shook as he uncapped a syringe of clear liquid.

      “Be strong, little one,” Erikkson urged her prone form, and then he stepped back, allowing Royal a clear path to Taryn’s body.

       Royal approached slowly, almost reverently, gently pulling her collar aside to reveal the vein that led straight to her heart. He took a deep breath, then carefully inserted the needle. It slid through her skin too easily, as though her body had given up on any resistance at all.

      “Courage,” Emmett whispered.

      Royal depressed the plunger. The room collectively held their breaths as he removed the syringe and set it on the table beside the bed.

      For a long, horrible moment, nothing happened.

      He’s killed her, Ace thought. It didn’t work, and now we have to find a way to go on without our leader.

      And then Taryn’s body clenched, all at once, muscles drawn tight as she lurched upward with a gasp. Her eyes flew open, emerald-green irises dancing as her stare fixed on Royal.

      The back of her clockwork hand struck him hard across the cheek.

      “You creep! Why on earth are you watching me sleep?”
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      Taryn didn’t have time to process what was happening before Royal threw his arms around her, weak laughter escaping him in a rush of breath. She’d just slapped him, and he was acting like it was the greatest moment of his life. Her chest hurt. Her heart was thundering so fast she half wondered if it hadn’t been replaced by a freight train engine. That would explain the shakiness, the feeling of just coming out of a long, deep sleep, and⁠—

      She blinked, staring over Royal’s shoulder at the three pairs of eyes watching her. They looked overjoyed. Emmett’s smile was so wide she thought his cheeks might split. And Erikkson’s eyes were swimming with tears. “Master Erikkson? Ace? Emmett?” Her voice was hoarse with disuse. She carefully pushed Royal to arm’s length. He was smiling in spite of the red rose blooming on his cheek. “What is going on?”

      Royal frowned. “You do not remember?”

      She shook her head. “I remember— I remember the hangman’s noose.” Her heart was finally beginning to slow, but focus felt like trying to blow the dust out of a long-abandoned house. Her eyes focused on something far away, a frown creasing her forehead and her lips parted just enough to show a glimpse of pink tongue. “I remember there was a fight⁠—”

      Erikkson nodded. “You were struck hard in the back of the head, Taryn. You have been unconscious for almost three weeks.”

      Her face drained of all its color. “Three weeks?” she repeated numbly. A note of panic edged her voice. She could not imagine how she had slept for three weeks. It had been her idea to start this war, and she’d abandoned her soldiers to it for three weeks. “What has happened? What have I missed? Did everyone make it out? Seraphim, the twins—No one was killed?”

      “No, everyone made it. You were hurt worst of all of us,” Ace said softly.

      Taryn nodded, relaxing. She sank back against the pillows. “Good.” She looked around the room again, taking in the four men, those she considered her closest friends and allies. The fight was coming back to her, in bits and pieces, a blur of blood and dust and clanging metal. “Did a midshipman join you? Her name was Jack Cobb. She helped me, so I said she could come with us.” She bit her lip. “I know what it feels like to hide what you are all the time.”

      Ace shook his head. “I am sorry, Taryn. We were going to let her come, but Storm shot her. We barely escaped ourselves.”

      Taryn bowed her head, aggrieved. Tears, hot and unbidden, leaped to her eyes. She pressed her hands over her face. “I promised I would help rescue her brother. He is a biomaton in the infantry.”

      The room went dead quiet. When Erikkson’s voice finally broke the silence, it was heavy with regret. “I am afraid that will be impossible. The infantry has destroyed every biomaton working for them. They feared rebellion, and that was the only way they knew to ensure control.”

      Taryn choked on her own breath. She had no words. She had missed so much and failed the girl who had helped her. She was only alive now because of Jack, and she could not even do anything to thank her.

      “But you are alive, and that is what is important right now.” Royal took her by the shoulders, studying her face with his warm brown eyes.

      Half her face tried to smile, while the rest frowned. “Every life is precious, Royal.”

      “Of course it is. But if you want to save anyone, you need to focus on yourself first, Tiger. You look thinner than when I pulled you off the streets.”

      In spite of herself, Taryn smiled a little at the old nickname and the memories it carried. Tiger, for how fiercely she fought and the copper of her hair. Her stomach growled, low and deep, and she finally recognized how hungry she was. “I feel hungrier than I was then too.”

      “I can fetch you something, belle dormir,” Emmett offered, reaching out to squeeze her shoulder. “So long as in exchange you promise to never do that again. Je te croyais mort.” He said it flippantly, as a joke, but Taryn could hear the tightness of his voice and knew that Emmett had truly feared for her life.

      “I am all right now, Emmett,” she answered, trying to smile at him. “I promise I will not sleep for three weeks again, if it is in my power to prevent it. But right now I need you to bring me some of Ambrose’s incredible cooking.”

      Emmett gave her a mock salute. “Oui, Capitaine.”

      He scurried from the room, and her eyes drifted back to Erikkson. He’d aged in the last three weeks. The salt and pepper of his sideburns had engulfed more of his auburn hair, and the wrinkles in his face seemed deeper than she remembered. He smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling, but Taryn spotted a deep sadness there as well. “It is good to see you awake at last, little one.”

      “What else have I missed?”

      Erikkson shook his head. “Eat first. Greet your friends. There will be time enough.”

      She clenched her fists around the coverlet. “We are in the middle of a war, are we not? I need to know what happened. There may not be time.”

      “Sedition—Taryn, please.” He pressed his hands over his face. “We will discuss it privately after you have eaten.”

      She stared at him, a knot of trepidation in the pit of her stomach ruining her momentary happiness. She carefully pushed Royal’s hands off her shoulders, glancing at Ace. His fists gripped the arms of the chair so hard his knuckles had gone white. Her heart fluttered in her chest like a bird. “I hope you have not all abandoned your training in my absence.” She tried to keep her voice lighthearted.

      Royal grinned lopsidedly at her. “Seraphim has been leading the army for you. He is even more intense than you are!”

      Taryn nodded. “I expected as much. He would have made an excellent leader, had I been killed.”

      “Nevertheless, I shall be relinquishing the role just as soon as you are well enough to rise,” Seraphim answered from the doorway. His metal wings nearly filled the doorframe, his voice almost startlingly soft compared to the intimidating figure he cut. The tall, dark-skinned biomaton was another of Erikkson’s special creations, built to be a sort of avenging angel, and his skills as a tactician were unmatched in Sedition’s army. Still, he preferred peace-making to war, and she could read the weariness on his face around his smile.

      “Word travels fast in this house, I see,” Erikkson said with a smile.

      “I ran into Emmett on his way to the kitchen,” Seraphim replied. “I think he is telling everyone he passes that Sedition is awake.”

      Taryn rolled her eyes, but she felt a smile playing on her lips. “If everyone he tells comes to see me, I shall have a never-ending procession of people to greet, and I do not have the time for that.”

      “But that might be an excellent opportunity for you to practice your diplomacy, a skill we all know you are still lacking in,” Erikkson responded.

      “Hey!” Taryn exclaimed. “I have absorbed all you and Seraphim have taught me on the subject.”

      “True charisma cannot be taught,” Seraphim answered slyly, his eyes sparkling.

      She gave him a scowl. “If I were not about to pass away from hunger, I would show you what true charisma looks like.”

      He chuckled, but Taryn was distracted by Royal touching her wrist, two fingers looking for a pulse. She frowned. “I was joking, Roy.”

      He raised his eyes to search her face again, and his expression was so intense she had to look away. “How do you feel, Tiger? Any unusual chest pains or heart palpitations? Shortness of breath?”

      She pressed her cold metal hand over her heart, as though she could feel anything with that hand. “No, nothing like that. When I first woke, my heart was beating very fast, but I am recovered now. Why?”

      Erikkson came near and gently extracted the IV needle from the crook of her arm, wrapping it around the bag still hanging from her bedpost. “We had to try something… experimental to wake you. Keep an eye on how you are feeling over the next few days. Any lingering heart palpitations or strange feelings should be reported to Royal or myself.”

      Taryn felt a little anger rise up in her chest and breathed through it the way she’d been taught, keeping the killer that lived inside her caged. “I will be very happy when I am no longer the subject of experiments.”

      “That is not—” Royal started to protest, but was interrupted by Emmett slipping past Seraphim’s metal wings, carrying a bowl of steaming soup on a tray. Taryn’s mouth watered as the scent of the vegetable stew hit her nose, and she reached for it eagerly.

      “Soup du jour pour la belle dormir,” Emmett announced, and Royal moved out of the way so the Frenchman could hand her the tray.

      Taryn leaned over the soup with a hum of pleasure. The broth was sumptuous and rich, flavored with garlic and herbs, with chunks of vegetables and beef cooked until they melted in her mouth. After a few bites, Taryn raised her head, radiant with joy. “Give Ambrose my compliments,” she said to no one in particular.

      “You may be his favorite,” Royal teased, “what with all the compliments you send him on his cooking.”

      Taryn shrugged. “He is a talented cook!”

      “He missed your compliments,” Erikkson said softly. He had moved across the room to lean against the windowsill, his arms crossed, observing.

      “I missed his cooking,” she retorted.

      Erikkson glanced at the others. “Will you please give us a few minutes alone? I need to fill Sedition in on the progress of this war.”

      They grumbled but rose, leaving the room one by one. Ace squeezed her shoulder, giving her half a smile. “Good luck.” She just smiled and nodded, her stomach performing another strange somersault.

      Royal came and kissed her on the cheek. Taryn’s face reddened. “I missed you,” he murmured in her ear before slipping from the room.

      Erikkson took the chair Ace had vacated beside her bed. She rubbed her face with both hands, her cheeks hot with a blush she did not understand. “What was that?” she questioned, trying to laugh it off. When Erikkson did not answer, she stopped rubbing her cheeks and looked at him. His face had taken on a sober hue.

      “Do not ever frighten me like that again, little one,” he gasped. “I thought we had lost you for good!”

      She smiled. “I am all right, Master Erikkson.”

      He shook his head. “You very nearly were not. Though I could not tell your friends, there were a few nights when I truly thought you were gone.” His voice broke, filled with more emotion than she had ever seen him express. “A week ago, you stopped breathing. It took all my medical knowledge—and a fair amount of luck—to bring you back.” He covered his mouth with one gnarled hand. “I was almost ready to let you go.”

      She pressed a hand to her sternum, unable to find the right words to comfort him. He was meant to be her pillar, her rock in the midst of her emotional turmoil, and now that their roles had been reversed she could not find the right words.

      He wiped his eyes with the back of his hand, then gave her a wry, pained smile. “But you have made it through, and you are back with us. Not a moment too soon, little one. We have needed you these past weeks. Your declaration of rebellion has brought Storm’s rage down upon us, and as far as my spies can discern, it seems the entire war has been given over to her hands. The Queen is unconcerned with the biomaton uprising; she issued a statement asking the public to ‘ignore the rabble.’”

      “But that is good, is it not?” Taryn questioned. “If she underestimates us, we have a better chance of taking her by surprise.”

      Erikkson shook his head slowly. “Storm is content now to pick us off, one by one. She has held three public executions so far; ten biomatons in total have been hanged. Four were spies from your army. The rest were innocent casualties.” He pressed a hand to his face again, stopping his words. “We cannot let this continue. We must perform a counterstrike.”

      Taryn threw her blankets back. “I shall collect my squadron. Storm cannot just assault us like this!”

      Erikkson put a hand on her shoulder, keeping her from rising. “Sedition, I believe it is time we bring Petrichor back. She will know how to conduct covert operations of our own. We need her.”

      Taryn’s lips twisted at the mention of the biomaton assassin Erikkson had created. Though they’d grown up together, Taryn retained no memories of Petrichor, but the rumors were enough to make her blood run cold. Ace’s parents had been murdered at Petrichor’s hand. There seemed no good reason to let her back into their circle.

      “Petrichor is a villain! And besides, I thought she was in America? How can you get her back?” I heard she hates you, Taryn mused, but she knew the assassin’s betrayal still hurt him, so she did not say the words aloud.

      “She is not in America,” Erikkson replied grimly. “She is in Glasgow. If we take my air yacht, we can be there in six hours, driving the engines at full capacity.”

      Taryn blinked. “You want to go to Glasgow and confront her?”

      He nodded. “You can convince her to return, little one. I know you can. You may not remember it, but you were once close.”

      “No. Absolutely not.” Taryn shook her head. She knew next to nothing about Petrichor, but she knew enough to fear her. “We can do this on our own.”

      “No, you cannot.” Erikkson took her hand, squeezing it so tightly it hurt. “I built you three to work together. You need her.”

      She extricated herself from his grasp. A look of horror crossed her face. “Petrichor is insane. She will do more harm than good!”

      He shook his head. “We need her. You are our leader, our figurehead, and Seraphim is our tactician, but you need someone who has experience with stealth. If we are to win this war, we need someone who knows how to send a message the way only Petrichor can. I always intended the three of you to come back together, and nearly losing you has only made it clearer. We need someone who can meet Storm on her level.”

      “What does that mean?” she asked.

      “It means that what you call insanity may be exactly the kind of out-of-the-box thinking that you and Seraphim are lacking. War is not linear, Sedition, and it is not possible to come out the other side with clean hands.”

      “You think my hands are clean now?” she asked, visions of their fight at the hangman’s noose again dancing through her head. “I understand what warfare is. What it entails.”

      He shook his head. “No, little one, you don’t.” He rose. “We are going tomorrow morning. That is an order.”

      Her face reddened. She stared down at her hands for a moment, jaw clenched. “Very well. But mark my words: I do not like it. She is too unpredictable.”

      Erikkson shook his head. “She will help us. You will see.”

      She chewed her lip but said no more about Petrichor. She would play the good soldier and follow Erikkson’s orders, in spite of her misgivings. “May I get up?” she asked as he moved toward the door. She could not bear to lie in bed any longer. Her mind needed physical activity, needed the preoccupation training provided.

      He glanced back at her, his hand on the doorknob. “Yes, of course. But be careful with yourself, little one. Much of your strength will be gone. You will have to build it back up.”

      Without the preoccupation of friends and with the struggle of catching up with three weeks of what she’d missed, Taryn could feel the long time at rest beginning to make itself known. Her body ached all over, and now that whatever experiment they had given her was wearing off, she could feel weakness creeping into her limbs. “I cannot waste any more time in lying about. Will I see you after supper for battle training?”

      He cocked his head. “I do not think so. You will need your rest.” He watched her closely for another moment, and then he slipped out of her room without another word, closing the door behind himself.

      Taryn pushed herself to the edge of the bed, puzzled by his actions. Something was wrong, very wrong, and she could not put her finger on what it could be. She stretched her legs out, wiggling her bare toes in an effort to find the weak spots. Erikkson had been right. Just stretching sapped her strength. She groaned, lamenting the loss of her physical prowess, hating that it meant she would be essentially starting over with her training again. At least this time she would not have to face the added pressure of gaining the others’ approval.

      She rose and dressed in her training uniform, surprised to discover she had lost enough weight to make the clothes feel too big. She shook her head at the unexpected result. It would take time to gain her muscle back.

      The silence in the room felt oppressive. So much had happened in the last twenty minutes that she’d hardly had time to think, let alone feel anything besides numb shock at the length of time she’d missed, joy at her friends’ reactions to her waking, sorrow at their losses, urgency at the knowledge that she’d have to regain all her strength and jump back into this war if they were to gain any of the ground they’d lost. Some small, soft part of her wanted to sit back down on the bed and cry. Another part of her wanted to open the window and scream, so long and loud that everyone would hear it, no matter where they were on the estate.

      And the angry part of her, the Sedition part of her, told her she did not have time for any of that. Emotions were weakness, and if she wanted to use this second chance at living, she needed to stuff them deep down inside.

      There would be time enough to process later, she decided.

      For now, there was work to do.

      With one final glance around the room, Taryn headed for the barracks.
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      Training was more difficult than she remembered. She fell behind no matter what she did, muscles trembling with fatigue. Many times during the afternoon she had to take her time away from the rest of the group, seated on a bench, waiting for her muscles to cease their aching. She cursed her own weakness. She was meant to be stronger than this, stronger than any unaugmented human, and yet now she could barely stay standing for more than fifteen minutes at a time.

      Taryn was sitting on a bench along the outside of the training room, sipping a glass of water and shouting tips at a pair of new young biomatons who had the misfortune of sparring with Seraphim, when she heard the uneven clinking of metal foot and boot against the stone floor. Taryn looked to her left to see Gennifer approach, her skirt swept up in one hand so she could move without her clockwork leg getting caught up in it. She smiled at Taryn, her long strawberry blonde hair tied over her shoulders in loosely wrapped pigtails. “My lady Sedition,” she exclaimed, giving Taryn a clumsy curtsy. “It is good to see you up and about at last.”

      Taryn smiled at the girl’s familiar Irish lilt. “Thank you, Gennifer,” Taryn answered, rising. “I assume you have a new costume for me? Have you finished my armor at last?”

      Gennifer shook her head. As the seamstress for the entire army, she took special care with Sedition’s outfits and armor, feeling responsible for her well-being no matter how often Taryn insisted it wasn’t her burden to bear.

      “No, your armor is not quite finished, but I do have something to show you. Do you have a few minutes?”

      She nodded. “Now is as good a time as any, since I can hardly fight.” She fought off a shiver of worry. She would regain her strength. It would simply take time.

      And time was the one thing they did not have.

      She followed Gennifer’s uneven gait down a long stone hallway past the training rooms to her workshop. The room was more cluttered than the last time Taryn had visited, the shelves overflowing with fabrics and tools. Gennifer’s worktable was covered in scraps, and a sewing basket on one end trailed orphan threads across the floor. It looked like a cat had gotten into the basket, except as far as Taryn knew, Elmhurst didn’t have a cat. The room smelled of leather and clean cotton, though it was not without the slightly acrid scent of machine oil that pursued almost every biomaton. Taryn was just impressed that Gennifer managed to keep it from smelling of sweat, in such close proximity to where the biomaton soldiers fought and trained.

      She spotted a white sheet hastily thrown over a dress form in one corner, and she stepped toward it, hand reaching for the cloth. “Is this⁠—?”

      Gennifer spun and squawked in alarm. Taryn snatched her hand back. “I told you; it is not yet finished! You will see it when I have completed it!”

      Taryn rolled her eyes, placing her hands on her hips. She refused to acknowledge that her knees were already trembling with fatigue. “So, what is it you want to show me?”

      Gennifer swept a pile of gray fabric from the table. It unfolded in her hands, an elegant dress of gray wool, buttoned down the front of the bodice with a wide, sweeping skirt. The sleeves had puff and definition, and the collar had a touch of lace peeking out of it. As the skirt unfolded, a gray satin lining glimmered in the light.

      “It is beautiful, but I do not think I quite understand,” Taryn said slowly.

      “You will when you put it on. Go on. There is a proper corset behind the screen for you, and you do not need an underskirt.”

      Taryn followed her instructions, changing out of her training uniform and into the dress. It fit well, the wool heavy and lined with satin in order to keep it from scratching against her skin. She stepped out from behind the screen, holding her arms out so Gennifer could examine her. “Again, I do not understand…”

      “There are two features to this dress. First, the sleeves will sufficiently hide your arm, so you may go out in disguise.” Taryn studied the sleeves, realizing Gennifer was right. They puffed over her shoulders and tapered in such a way that the unnatural contours of her clockwork arm were completely hidden. “And in case you are attacked,” Gennifer said, the lamplight glinting off her spectacles, “the skirt is detachable, allowing you to rid yourself of the hindrance.” She indicated the hidden buttons which allowed the skirt to easily detach. Taryn laughed aloud.

      “Gennifer, you are a genius!”

      The girl smiled sheepishly. “I try, Lady Sedition.”

      Taryn toyed with the buttons for a moment, something like gratitude blossoming behind her ribs. The day had been a difficult one, full of shocking news and the struggle to get a body weakened by her injuries to work as it had before she’d been wounded. And somehow, even after her creator and her boys giving her so much joyous attention, this was the moment that hit Taryn the hardest. This girl, who knew her needs and her shape better than anyone else, who had spent hours planning and preparing clothes just for her. For most of her life—or at least what she could remember of it—Taryn had subsisted on hand-me-downs and charity. Royal’s family had provided beautiful dresses for her, of course, but many of them had been tailored from the dresses his mother no longer wore. Gennifer was making clothing just for Taryn, and for who Taryn really was, not a half-truth hidden by layers of fabric. Tears, hot and unbidden, came to her eyes suddenly, and she pressed a hand to her lips in surprise.

      “Are you all right, my lady?” Gennifer asked, shock brightening the pink in her cheeks.

      Taryn swallowed hard, ducking her head. What was she thinking, crying in public? What would Master Erikkson say, if she was so weak that a dress caused her to start crying?

      Some small voice inside her said that it was all right, that she was allowed to cry after the day she’d had, but she stamped it down, hurriedly wiping her eyes. She took a deep breath and raised her gaze to meet Gennifer’s. She was the leader. She needed to lead. A change came over her, the hesitant, weak parts of Taryn falling away as Sedition took command, shouldering responsibilities and military plans with ease. Even her fatigued muscles ceased their trembling. “I have an important mission to attend to tomorrow with Master Erikkson. May I wear this?”

      Gennifer nodded. “Of course.”

      Acknowledging her consent, Taryn quickly changed back into her training outfit, requesting the new dress be left in her room so she could wear it in the morning. Just before she left the room, she turned back, Sedition’s authority singing through her veins. “Oh, and Gennifer?”

      “Yes, my lady?”

      “I want to see my armor completed in one week’s time. We cannot afford to wait any longer. Understood?”
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      Early the next morning, just as the horizon was beginning to glow orange with the coming dawn, Taryn rose, dressed, and made her way through the sleeping household to the roof of the west wing where Erikkson had constructed a launch pad for the small airship he owned, which moored up here for Erikkson or his children to access. When not in use, the airship was kept in the vast stables on the grounds, and when they wanted to use it, the envelope that swung above the body of the ship was filled with hydrogen and helium.

      Erikkson worked at a mooring line as Taryn approached, and he gave her a smile. “Good morning, Sedition! Are you ready for our adventure?”

      She nodded in response. Erikkson gestured to the ship. “Climb aboard! I have a few more routine maintenance checks to perform, and we shall be off.”

      Taryn followed his instructions, swinging onto the ship’s main deck, using the mooring lines as leverage. Though she never would have admitted it, her limbs ached from the exercise the day before, strained after so long in disuse. She knew the pain meant she was on her way to regaining her strength, but it still worried her. Petrichor could not know how weak she really was. Any weakness Taryn showed would be a mark against her.

      Not for the first time that morning, Taryn wondered what Petrichor might do or say. In spite of her best tries at digging for information from Seraphim, she knew little about the Clockwork Assassin besides the basics: she had killed Ace’s parents. She had fled to America sometime after Taryn had lost her memories, running as far from Erikkson as she could get. And she had spent time in the Black Castle, just as Taryn had. Time that had changed her permanently, according to the twins. Taryn’s throat went tight at the bleak memories she had of that place, and the way her own mind had been altered there permanently by Dr. Harper’s tampering. Maybe she understood Petrichor more than she thought.

      Maybe that was exactly what scared her.

      Taryn froze as she boarded the ship, surprised to find another figure already aboard. Ace glanced up from the knapsack he was rifling through, a look of pleased humor crossing his face. Sunlight drenched his features, turning his ice-blue irises almost colorless with golden light.

      “Good morning.”

      Taryn frowned, befuddled by the early hour and his appearance on her mission. “What are you doing here?”

      He shrugged. “Master Erikkson asked me to join your expedition. He thought my graft would be easy to hide, like yours.” He held out a croissant to her. “Breakfast?”

      She accepted gratefully, sitting beside him and taking a bite of the flaky pastry. It was still warm. She chewed slowly, that tightness in her throat like a vice as she remembered Ace’s cold attitude to her when they first met, matched with Storm’s cruel and unending hatred. Her brief time on the Dauntless felt like a lifetime ago, but not so long ago was the time when she’d wanted to shield Ace from all of this. Let him reinvent himself, if that was what he chose. She didn’t know how much he knew, but she could see that in the weeks she’d been asleep, he had regained himself. He held himself differently now, with more confidence, more poise. He was the air pirate she had first met, and yet he wasn’t. He was someone new. Someone better, she hoped. But still, this wasn’t going to be easy, and he deserved to know exactly what they were getting into.

      “Ace, this is Petrichor,” she said slowly, every word a blade between her teeth. “This is the woman who killed your parents.”

      He nodded grimly. “I know. It was more Storm’s doing than Petrichor’s. She was just a tool in my sister’s hand. My—our—” he grimaced at the word, as if just acknowledging his blood relation to Storm pained him— “Our parents were fighting for the biomatons’ freedom, and Storm found that to be unforgivable. Petrichor was her weapon of choice because it proved them wrong, at least in her eyes. She never was good at subtlety.”

      Taryn’s eyes widened. “You remember what happened?”

      He nodded, touching the metal plate on the back of his head which hid the control panel connected to his brain. “Aye. I got my memories back during my fight with Storm. I have not had time to tell you.”

      “Oh, Ace, that must have been awful.” Her face crumpled with the knowledge that not only had he fought Storm, but he’d had to remember all the ugliness she’d put him through. “And I am sorry for your parents. We could have used them.”

      “They would have liked you, I think,” he said, but he wouldn’t look at her. The rising sun gilded his features, setting him on fire with a light so bright she couldn’t bear to look at him. “They would have been glad to join your cause.”

      Taryn felt her throat closing again, but forced herself to sit up, to say the words she did not want to say. “I—I am very happy for you. Not that your parents died, just that—You have your memories of them back. That is—” She couldn’t finish.

      He touched her shoulder, fingers feather-light across the gray wool of her dress. “You have not gained your memories back, have you?”

      She shook her head once, hard. Her hand lay in her lap, still holding her forgotten pastry, a single bite missing from it. “Master Erikkson said he would do his best to help me, but I am afraid it is hopeless. Wherever my memories are, whatever he did to steal them from me, they are gone for good.”

      “I am sorry.”

      She shrugged. “There is no point weeping over it. What has been done is done, and cannot be undone. Besides, it gives me something to fight for, when all else fails.” It was easier to say the words than she thought it would be. They were the words she’d said to herself a thousand times, of course. What were her memories to her, really, except for a catalyst to push her into the role of Sedition? Erikkson had taken her memories, and he claimed he had intended for her to regain them someday, but here she was, still without a past. A black hole in the shape of a girl. Maybe he’d lied, and he’d known from the start that once they were gone, they were gone.

      But no, that wasn’t fair to him. Truly, most of the time, Taryn didn’t mind the emptiness of her past. Or at least, she did not think of it so often. It was only when she saw Ace regain his own memories so easily that she felt the sting of it, the emptiness where six years should have been.

      “All right!” Erikkson exclaimed, interrupting their conversation, swinging into the ship himself. The air yacht, unmoored, began to drift on the breeze, and Erikkson looked to Ace. “Do you think you can start the engine belowdecks?”

      Ace nodded, rising. “Certainly.”

      Taryn rose alongside him. “I will come. I should like to see the engine firsthand, and I can help if it gives you trouble.”

      Erikkson cast a troubled look their way, but Taryn ignored it, following Ace as he folded himself into the narrow door leading to the engine room. She paused in the doorway, waiting for her eyes to adjust to the gloom before she risked the short ladder down into the claustrophobic room. Ace offered her his hand, helping her down into the narrow space between the entry and the massive steam engine, lying cold and dormant, like a sleeping dragon.

      As Ace began to light the boiler, Taryn studied the engine, musing on the differences between it and the only other airship engine she had ever seen aboard the Dauntless. Where the Dauntless’ engine had been monstrously large, belching steam and heat, making the very floor thrum with its power, this engine was barely the size of Taryn’s four-poster bed. It took up the space, climbing higher than her head, but could hardly compare to the other engine. Taryn shook her head, her eyes drawn like magnets to Ace’s back as he shoveled coal into the boiler. Her mind returned to the glimpse she had caught of his bare chest, the shocking brutality of his graft as clear as if she could see it now.

      She watched his muscles move and twist, straining against his metal ribs. She knew such a graft had to pain him, and yet he had never once complained. He was so strong. Her lips parted, a question ready on her tongue, but she did not speak, afraid to ruin the spell with such a tactless question.

      At last, the engine rumbled to life, and he stood, leaning on the spade he had used to shovel the coal, wiping sweat from his brow with one forearm. He looked back at her, grinning, and his ice-blue eyes sent chills down her spine.

      “I can still fly an airship, Tar. Impressed?”

      Tar? When had he started calling her that? Only Royal ever called her that, but where the nickname sounded almost lazy in Royal’s mouth, a loss of a syllable he did not have the energy to say, Ace made it sound like an affectionate abbreviation, a familiar, natural shortening of a name he enjoyed speaking. She shook the thoughts away, reminding herself that these kinds of thoughts made no sense. She could not love, and neither could Ace, for that matter. She was being silly. She rubbed the back of her head, wondering if the blow had not made her just the slightest bit mad. Still, she could not ignore the queasiness in her stomach when his eyes met hers, and the strange lightness in her hands at his nearness—a sort of feeling she’d never had before, and had no name for.

      “Taryn?” Ace questioned.

      She blinked, realizing he still awaited her reply. “I am sorry,” she said in a rush. “I was thinking—” She tried to laugh, but it felt forced and hollow. “Well done with the engine.”

      He stepped closer to her, so she had to look up to meet his gaze. “Are you all right?”

      She stepped backward involuntarily. “Fine. We ought to be getting back above decks.” Abruptly, she turned away, trying to hide the heat rising in her cheeks. She rushed up the stairs and into the brightening light of morning.

      Erikkson waved at her from the bow of the ship, steering with a complicated mess of rope at the rail. There was a conventional ship’s wheel as well, mounted on the raised half deck above the engine, near the stern. The secondary steering mechanism near the bow allowed Erikkson to fly the yacht on his own, without need for more crew members. Taryn sucked a deep breath of the cold, thin air into her lungs, allowing the commanding warrior inside her to calm the rolling, confused emotion in her befuddled brain. It was just too long asleep, she told herself. Too long without exercise, too long on the shelf. It would be enough to make anyone slightly manic, in particular someone who was designed to be a weapon. She simply needed to sharpen herself once more.

      She stood beside Erikkson at the bow, eyes burning with the cold wind, her hair slowly coming loose from her braid and dancing over her shoulders.

      “What did you think of the engine?” Erikkson called over the wind and the thrum of the machine behind them.

      She could not admit she had barely noticed the engine, too focused on Ace, so she nodded. “It is a fine bit of mechanicks. Did you build it?”

      He chuckled, shaking his head. “Oh, no. My specialty is biomatons. I have never been very captivated by steam power.” He leaned to the right as he steered the ship, matching the tilt of the deck. “The human body is so much more complex and fascinating. After I finished my required classes focused on the steam engine, I am afraid I never gave much more thought to the technology.”

      Taryn smiled a little at that, pleasantly surprised to discover her creator was not all-powerful. He had strengths and weaknesses too, and somehow, she trusted him the more for it. She gripped the rail, leaning forward into the wind.

      “Do you think the journey will be eventful?”

      The Queen’s naval warships patrolled the skies above the larger cities, and air pirates, while usually found in neutral skies over the seas, occasionally took to land to prey upon pleasure vessels like the one they flew now. The biomatons had run into trouble in the skies once or twice, though Taryn had not been with them.

      Erikkson shook his head. “I have a few charts aboard to give us the best chance at avoiding trouble, and patrols do not seem to have increased much since the uprising. Still, I have brought disguises for all of us, which you must be ready to don at a moment’s notice.” He glanced at her. “How is your French?”

      She frowned. “I understand it well enough, but I am afraid I speak it very poorly. I did not excel in language studies at finishing school and barely learned enough French to pass.”

      He grinned. “Well then, if we are stopped, you are deaf, and Ace and I only speak French.”

      She glanced back at Ace to discover he had settled himself within earshot. He gave her a cocky smile. “Well,” she grumbled in mock irritation, “I shall pray we are not stopped.”
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      Taryn didn’t think she’d ever get used to flying.

      She stood at the rail of the air yacht, eyes closed, her face turned to the sun and the wind as they glided over the countryside. It hadn’t been so long ago—only a little more than four months, though it felt like lifetimes—since she had dreamed of flying, stuck behind a desk at Grafton’s School of Mechanicks and knowing that no matter how hard she worked, her dream of becoming a mechanick for Her Majesty’s Navy had not one but two impassable obstacles: her gender and her identity as a biomaton. One she’d managed to keep hidden for a time, but the other wasn’t something she could—or wanted to—hide. But now, she’d flown on four different airships. She’d seen a girl only a little older than her manage an engine ten times the size of the one on this little vessel all on her own. And she had found a new way to demand her freedom. She had a new dream to grasp now. Not as glorious as spending all her time in the sky, perhaps, but better. As Sedition, she was making a difference. Helping other girls (and boys) like her.

      But even so, she loved the exhilaration of flying. She loved the wind in her face and the snapping of the lines anchoring the balloon to the deck.

      “Like magic, isn’t it?”

      Taryn startled, opening her eyes to find Ace had sidled up to her. “Gor, how do you move so quietly?” she gasped.

      He smiled a little sheepishly. “Sorry. I did not mean to startle you.”

      She laughed a little, shaking her head. She pressed her fingertips into the worn grooves of the rail, concentrating on grounding herself in the sensation. “It was nothing. I was just thinking of how the Dauntless was my first time on an airship, though I had dreamt of it so many times before that. And now here I am, flying to Glasgow as easily as breathing.”
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to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
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permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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